DOCTOR  BELOV
reports. I talked about professional matters; he agreed
with everything I said, even when I purposely talked
nonsense. I asked about his family; he is a bachelor, and
lives with his old mother. It appears that he is a biblio-
phile, he has a whole library in his compartment; when
I asked him to let me read something, he was confused,
stammered and stumbled, promised to lend me a book
and has given me nothing. One can't call him a mis-
anthrope; he mixes with people, but he makes them do
the talking while he agrees with everything. I can see
that I. E. does not like him/3
The doctor filled his pen, remembered how the
writers of old novels described their heroes, and con-
cluded:
"There is something about him which is mysterious
and repulsive/'
Faina, the head sister, also found Suprugov mysteri-
ous. But not in the least repulsive. Oh, no! It was just
this touch of mystery that attracted Faina.
"Doctor,*' Faina said to Suprugov, nudging him with
her warm shoulder. "What are you thinking about all
the time? I want to know. Do tell me."
Faina was half a head taller than Suprugov, plump,
blooming and effusive. Perhaps under other circum-
stances Suprugov might have found her attentions
flattering, but now he was in no mood for them.
Suprugov was afraid. That was the whole secret.
He was frantically afraid.
Suprugov's speciality had been a quiet one—ear,
nose, and throat, his patients had been children with
adenoids, and deaf old people. Suprugov would look
important, he would anoint, clean, cauterize, but he
knew that deafness would not hinder a person from
living another twenty years, and he had not that deep
feeling and respect for human suffering that one finds in
the surgeon, the pediatrist, or the village doctor.
Suprugov was not accustomed to the sight of suffering
and death. His patients went through no torture; they
knew discomfort, but not agony, and when they died, it
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